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PROLOGUE. 
7 ENL © 840 


* 25 W * * 


1 ADIES and Gentlemen. I am that Rogue, 
That's fix'd upon to kill this dear Prologue. 
The Author cries, you're wrong you hing ef, 
Let it alone; you'll hear *Owill / it fe. 
The play is done, the Farce Intirely new; 
Written in Lynn, - Lyne! I pray by Who?— 
By one I fear who'd little elſe to do — 
Where was it rote, I hear the Critici ſay? 
I tell ye Lynn. In Lynn;— Au, away, 
Such ſeribling nonſenſe! Lad I cannot bear it: 
Ladies I wonder you can fit to hear,it, LEY j 
The plot— the .- It's killed ſo many ways, | 
. a It is enough to make us ſick of plays; 
So dull— ſo heavy— and ſo unpolite, , 
I'm ſure I wiſh I'd kept at home to Night. f 
Another ſpeak's,— cenſorious— loud as Thunder, 
If it was good Pin certain I ſniould wonder. 
Thus they go on, with all their uſual raillry 
In Box, and Pit, as well'as uppef Gal? - a 
But hark ye, Sirs— mine was a falſe pretence? 
This Fares tie Trhakflated from the French, © Oo 
I only told the other tale to teaze ye, 
* +» A Frenchman wrote it,— now, I know t'will pleaſe ye; 
Yes, yes. I'm right. You hate the Etigliſh drama, 
I Like old England bM; that's fad. Elſe Damms. 
I hope that don't offend ; pray Sirs be quiet; 
You cannot furt come herd to'brecd a Rive. 
Be merciful,— the Aithor's faults | oneeal, 
And do not Bredf # F tbon'a #hed. 
Eo can you be {6 Cruel; ſo Sever, 
To execute for crivites, be fore you hear? Nein 
He aims at no one ſo, no one can hit 
Except who's conſcious,— that the cap will fit 
Conſcious bf Guilt, uriwilling thus to teaze Fe, 
Loaded with thoughts, how he ſhould Act to pleaſe ye 
He'll freely take it back, if that will eaſe ye. 


Ladies— to you this Farce he will Submit, 
To your Sound Judgment. and Unerring Wit; 
. Andifit meets with your fair Approbation, 


ma 


He fears not all the Citic. in the Nation. 


&* 
3 - 


Use ve L 


I * 


| Dramatis Perſon 


— 


M E N. 


Mr. W itwoud, a Fa armer. 

Watchful, 3 Sharper. | 

Thread. 2 Taylor. 

Trip, a Shoe- maler. 

Shaveſquare, a Barber. a 
Sharper, Landlord of an Inn n the Road, 

Quickly, Landlord of an Inn in London. 
Hodge, Servant Witwoud. 

| John, n to a 1 Fe mer. 


1 


W OM E N. 


bs Mrs. Bi Wi ife to Mr: Wiewoud, 
__ Mrs. Quickly# Wife to Quickly. 


ls. Sharper, Male to Sharper. 


Mary,) eo r 
A & Servants to Mr ric W irwoud. = 
— j- 1 . * | | 
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Scene a fie Country-botfe. ..... 
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Journey to Lonpoxz 
A Farce in Three ACTS. 14 


a 4 c T. I. 
a 
SCENE I. 4 little _” hikers lake 
and Jobe Chance. 4 
To 


EN EL L, Hodge, oy, 1 goes it? You 
M look a little croſs about ſomething. 1 
hope all things are right twixt you and 
K. TN Mary. Come Boy, I am glad to 
give me hold of your fiſt, (fakes hand) hom do 
times go at your holed thof I ſuppoſe much as they. 
do at ours, Lords and Ladies inſtead of Farmers. 4 
* how does ny Kare „„ +» 


Hebe... 
Do! Na, Na, Kate and L, do — * alike, both 
damn dly uneaſy. Why han't you heard the news? * 
4 Joux. 
Not 1 Boy — What news? Your Meaſter's not 
broke theſe times, I'm ſure ? / 


_ 
3 — * — 
. <4 

h oa 


” 


Hop 


THE FARMER's 


Hop GE. 


No! broke! no! worſe than that.— He is whole, 
and will not keep himſelf fo. — Why, you mun 
know, my Meaſter, (plague take all young Meaſters, 
ſay I, when the old ones go there ſeldom better 
comes) why he wants to rake to London; to try if 
he can't get a Parliament-mans 25 


Joux. 
107 . Hodge O Lud! to London ! 


Hop GE. 


Aye, to London, and will make me go with him, 
elſe, he ſays, I ſhall leave his place ; and I pe for 
the foul a me ys. him off ont. 


Jon 


o 


If you love "Je and have any love for Mary, 


don't go, Hodge, to n.! I would not go to 
London for all-the varſa world. no, not if I cou'd 


be made Kingyſhen I come there——Bur conſider 


dear Mary, Hodge, do Boy, don't go on he count 
conlaicr but her Hodge, pray do. 


e 


5 * WY John, there it 1s Ber ( e cries) poor 
will fret away her life, poor creature belide, 


he fay, them Londoners will almoſt look a man's 


life away. 8 N 
3 re 


hn, 


1 REPEAT Joux. 3 


— 


Well be ruPd by me, and never go. — I would 


ſooner leave my place than go Why, if his Feather 
was alive, he'd ü his brains out for ever think- 


4 * ing 


| ap , 


1 "ol 
* 
* . 
a 
"A 


JOURNEY TOLONDON. 3 


ing on ſuch a thing. But how do he intend to get 
there? 1 | 
HopGE. 

Why, Mun, he have bought a Coach, or a Cha- 
riot, or ſome ſuch thing that 1s to 0 poſt. I know 
not how the devil he means, not 


JOHN. 


But what are you to do for Horſes? Why, Dod- 
man and Doubty are the beſt you have; and one 
of them is black, and rother bay hy, that will 
never do, ſure n 
Hopox. , 

Why, Meaſter have bought a new coach horſe, 
colt ſeven and thirty pounds to match Dodman, 
there's times for farmers I wou'd a had them a 


gone up in our waggan, as you know our huters 


and bells are all new, And wou'd a look*t well. 


| Joa uw. | 

Ay, indeed, I think ſo too O Lud Hodge, 

how. times are alter d! what's the reaſon he wou'd 

not! no WE” 

Q HoDGE. | x 
Becauſe he thought people would laugh and gri 

at him he faid—and they are ſo high e 

I don't care, if I am to go, I am to be coachman. 


Fo a Drorted Jon. . 
Are youtho'? why, that's a good thing for you, 


| Hopes. 
Ay, Boy! and I'm to have a livery, a lac'd hat, 
2 coat. 2 damn it, I don't like 
2 the 


- J I * 
* 


8 
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the coat vaſtly. I'm fearful leſt when come there, 
I ſhould be preſs'd into the King's guards. 


Joun. 
Then your meaſter mun get you a Coptain's 


place. But now won't his landlord be angry with 
Lis, when he hears of this ? 


Hop. 


He've got a new leaſe of his farm, mun, and he 
don't mind his landlord. Why, our meaſter have 
ways, mun. Why now, he ſaves forty ſhillings a 
year by brewing only. We make four torts of beer 
now, mun—The maſh we uſed to let ſtand till the 
afternoon is now ſet a going at nine in the morning. 


Jonn. 


Damn ſuch ways as them ſay I—curſe the rum- 
bo and the bumbo. Our meaſters will drink no 
beer now a days, that's the reaſon tis fo bad. ; 


HoDGE. 


Right Fob». Why now, our meaſter and mif- 
treſs, Mary tells me, drink "brandy in their tea to 
keep them from the vapours.—If his poor old fea- 
ther was alive he'd vapour him with the devil to 


JohN. 


Well, 1 never ſee d a boy ſo much alter'd in all 
my life. Why, I heard he loſt. 30 Pounds t'other- 
day at a horſe-race, my Lord Hector's Squirrel 
beating his Nimble. Why, this journey muſt be 
EXPeEnive. | | | no. Foals 

Hops, 
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Hopox. 

Ay, Boy, it will coſt rivers of money Why, 
our meaſter is going to have a coat with a lace two, 
inches and a half broad; he have a lac'd waiſtcoat 
and a lac'd hat, and his grandfather's ſword's new 
poliſh'd. 

; | JokN. 6 

Sword, Hodge! why what will he do with a 
ſword ? | | 

HopGs. 
Nay, why every fool wears one now a days, don't 
they ? what a ſight of Coptains came through our 
town tother day with ſwords! Sblood! I could 
beat fifty of them with my plowſtick. 


JonN. 


Well, I ſuppoſe I'muſt not ſpeak to you, when 
you get on your new cloaths 


Hop OE. 

Yes, yes, I ſhan't be proud, mun, not I, dam 
it, I ſtar' d, when the taylor came to take meaſure 
of me for new cloaths | I was ſo tickliſh I could 
hardly ſtand ſtill. , My. meaſter call'd out, trim it 
with red full trimming, I cry'd, no, Sir, pray 
don't make a fool of me, You fool, ſays he very 


angry, muſt you not appear like a gentleman's ſer- 
vant? I faid, no, Sir, for God's fake. 


Jon. 


What ſignifies what you appear like, if you do 
but get your cloaths? Why, Hodge, now, your 
Miſtreſs muſt have ſomething new. Won't that be 

chargeable ? * 


Hopes: 


— 


* 


5 THE FARMER's 
Hope. 


Our Mitres is a very ſaving | woman, I ſuppoſe ; 
ſhe made a thouſand words t other day with Mrs. 


; Dowble-face, our mantua-maker — A woman that 
makes gowns and ſuch things. 


Joun. 
 Whardid ſhe make words for ? 


_ HopGE. 
Why about an old ſilk hood of her grand mo- 


thers—She ſaid it would make her — a god 1 can't 


think on't now, it's a hard name, mun, Oh a rig- 


ling-gee. / And the woman ſaid no, and ſhe ſaid 


yes, till they fell quite out. But Joby, our Meaſ- 
ter will be call'd, _ and our Miſtreſs, Madam. 


4 


Jonn. 


© "net O Lud! O Lud!” Well but 


1 870 tho* be ture, you take the boy Jack with you. 


Hop GE. Np, 


Les, yes, Jackrides the Mule to open the gates ut 


Pack ths are made out of my Meafter's old 


ones. Jack sa ſore wicked boy. 


—_ Journ. Vos” Ll 
Wen, if I was you, I ſhould be afeard to go, 


rm fine. 


Manas, 
þ ——why 1 ſhan's be hurt, ner 
| Jon. 
| Does he know any of the London folks, Hodge? 


Hock. 


197 = 


. 
= 
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Hop. 


Why, I don't know, not I. He do, and hę 
don't, I think, I know not how *tis, not I. But 
our Miſtreſs's uncle is one of the Parliament men, 
I think. I ſuppoſe ſhe knows him well enough. 
His name is Sir Samuel Gripe Parlament man, I 
x 0 my Meaſter ſay. 

Jonn. * : 

Lord Hedge ! what is a Parliament man, do you 
know? I never ſee one of the Parliament in my life, 
that I know of 
| HoDGE. 


No, nor I. But they ſay, he is a man — a man 
that is very rich, and damn'dly covetous, and has 
a monſtrous deal of courage. But I ſuppoſe they 
muſt have ſome impudence to be Parliament-men. 
Why, he can ſave me from every thing but death, 
mun: they call him nothing but his Honour. I 
dare ſay, my Maſter expects to be one, as ſoon as 
he gets to London. 


Jonx. 


Well, Hodge, I mun go, I wiſh you well. If 
you will go to London, pray make a ſure bargain 
with your Meaſter, remember me to Kate. Fare- 
well Hodge, I hope to ſee you once more, if I can, 
before you go. | Exit. Fobn. 

Hop, Solus. 

Les, yes, I'Il take care of that however, but P'll 
e' en go. If my Meaſter be made one of the Parlia- 
ment, he may perhaps make me high ſheriff. Then 
poor Mary ! Lord how ſhe'd look in a coach! why 

'd look as well as my Miſtreſs. FIl een conſent 
to go. Du.. 


SCENE 


. * | iÞ 
s THE FARMER's 
| SCENE II. Whitwoud's Houſe. 
* Enter Mary, Hodge and Kate, 


MARY. 


0 you ſay, you will go to London; you fool, 


your Meaſter will ne er make you high Sheriff, 
chof he be Parliament man. Why, you can neither 
write nor real. 


' HoDpGE. 


You ſimple girl — Why what ſignifies that? 


Pray, who was Goodman Dobſon's ſon? He could 
neither write nor read, and was as big a fool as any 
hereabouts, and yet you ſee, he was a Sheriff-man. 
Tram t he pray? 5 e 
Mary. 


Ay; well, I know he won't make you one. Be- 
fide, where will you find money to buy a coach ? 


Ho DGE. 


Lud! wel 1 never heard ſuch a fool in all my 


Hfe-time. Why, the whole Sing yay PE. © to 
| Y 


pay for tha, to be ſure. th 
* 1 


| Well, I don't know, not I, if 1 muſt ride in 8 


coach, I muſt, tho* I don't think I ſhould like it. 
For I once rid in Squire Upright's about a mile, and 
1 . I puk*d forty times, I was fo ſick. 


KATE. 


Ay Mary, I remember that you and 1 went to 


fee the Butler at that time and that was the time I 
felt fo queerly with drinking that wine. If Hodge 
go to London, and get that there place, you will 
Both of you forget poor Kate. 2 ODGE, 


= 
— —Ä̊U 
— 


1 
| 
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Hop GE. 


Ay Kate — we mun do that, cauſe we 
ſhould be Gentlemen and Ladies—but I don't 
know but we might let you be uppermaid. 


by KATE. | 
Lud! I ſhou'd like that. I wiſh it may be fo, 
I 'm fure— 0 
| MAR. 
I'm ſure ſo do I, and I don't know but it may. 


HO DGE. 
Damn it, I am ſure it will, and I know I ſhall 


want ſervants as ſoon as I come back again. The 
firſt thing I do when I come down, I marry; the 
next, buy a coach, then hire ſervants to look after 
it; which laſt perhaps I ſhall be match'd to get. 


Kare. 


Lud Hodge! you had better hire them before 
you go up. Why if our Meaſter be made one f 
the Parhament, he will want all the ſervants he can 
lay his hands on 


* | HopGE. 
I believe you are right, What do you think, 
Mary ? * | | 
MARV. 


I think ſhe is right, and what will he be to us 
then? why, our place will be as good as his, ſo we 
need not care for him 


C x KATE. 


1% THE FARMER's 
KATE. . 
Not a bit. Why perhaps Hedge may be one of 


the Parliament the year after; then you know there 
is no differ 


Hop. 


Kate, you are right — Come, I will be- 
gin, PI hire! you directly. Hold your hand 
(Kate belds ber hand) 


MAR. 
No, pray Mr. Hodge, let me hire the maids, and 
do you hire the fellows. I know my * as well 


as yOu—— 


Hopcs. 


You. filly toad, you don't know what to ſay, when 
you hire a ſervant for a high ſheriff; only you will 
be obſtinate; you muſt take care, elſe you Il be 
laugh'd at. 


mir 


Pray, be quiet, do, and you ſhall hear. Pray, 
young woman, what wages do you aſk, to be ſervant 
to his honour a high Sheriff? 

KATE. 


Three pounds a year, my . 18 your old 
Cloaths— | 8 | 
HoDpGE. 


Why, you fool, Kate, ſhe won't be a lady. She'll 
be a Baronight then, Hoy damn'd 81 you are. 
| MARx. 
ve, yes, I ſhall be a Baronight then, ſure 
4 enough: 


— 
3 


realon 
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enough: Hedge is right there. 


„ ene 


Let me only put you in the way this once, and 
don't forget— Come mind my words now. Pray, 
young woman, what wages would you aſk to be 


_ ſervant to his honour the High Sheriff's wife? and 
a Baronight? that's your true title, Mary. Come 
no, anſwer me Kate, and mind now, and anſwer 


right— 7 
Kars. 


Three Pounds a year, my Lord the High Sheriff, 
and * Lady Baronight s old Cloaths, 


HoDGE. 


Well ſpoke indeed, Kate! If Thad not promis d 
Mary my hand, Pd have you. I think you are 
more proper for a High Shefiff's wife than ſhe is. , 
What ſignifies lying? | 


Mi. 


Yes, yes, dare ſay you do. But pray, a nt 1 
upper maid now, ſo muſt know things better than 
ſhe? bur ſhe ſhall never be my {ſervant for one 


Hob ana 
What! jealous! oh! oh! but I ſay ſhe tall 


„MAS | 
Bug IH ſnhe ſnan't. Mind that, Mrs. Kate. 


KATE. 


But 1 lay, when he is High Sheriff, I will. 
£2 HoDGE, 


12 N THE FARM E Rs 
| Hop GE. 


Yes, then I can have as many wives as I pleaſe, 
and I don't know but I may marry Kate and all,, 
then. | 


Mary, Raving. 


Lou deceitful dog, I don't care, I will have you 
for one, be it as it will, and I will bawl fo loud as 
to make my Meaſter hear, and I will tell him all 
the ſtory, I will, you Scrub. Meaſter! Sir! 


Enter Witwoud. 


OT? WriTwovup. 1 
What the Devil's the matter here? What's the 


matter, Hodge? What! the Devil! are you all ſtupid? 
Can none of you ſpeak ? Wenches, get you gone. 


[ Exeunt. Mary and Kate. 


Come, Sir, what's all this Noiſe about? My 
houſe, inſtead of being like a Gentleman's, is like a 
Mag-h ouſe, | 1 [> 

Hops, 14 

Why Sir, Sir, Sir, nothing. Only Mary and I 

had a few words about a little nonſenſe, and 


Mary's plaguy hot. 
| WI TrwðwOo up. 
About this journey, I ſuppoſe. Well it ſignifies 


-» little, if you will give her ſo much liberty. But 


Hodge, go to Mr. Trips the | Shoemaker, and tell 
him to bring home my ſhoes immediately, other- 
wile, I will not have them. 


Hop. 


1 


- 


* 
— 


#7, 
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| HoDpGE. 
Yes Sir, Sir, &c, Exit. Hodge. 


WITwWwo up. 

Theſe plaguy tradeſmen! How much ado have I 
to get my things from them! Oh! here comes 
Mrs. Witwoud, 1 fee. I muſt inquire how her 
affairs go on— (To Mrs. Witwoud) Well, my Dear, 
have you got every thing ready for our Journey. 


Mrs. WITwWoup. 
J am ready as ſoon you pleaſe. Lud! I wiſh you 


had hir'd a new Coachman; our Hodge is fo 


Clowniſh. 8 
| Wirwovup. 

No my Dear, he will do. Conſidering every 
thing, he is not ſo bad neither. | 


Mrs. WiTwovuDp. 


I ſuppaſe we ſhall be plagu'd 
with his Meaſter and Miſtreſs, and all them 
things. Beſides, I fear he will be a very bad 


driver. 
W1ITWOUD. 


No, no, he has driven my father's team and 
mine theſe twenty years paſt, and often abreaſt. 
He will do for a driver I dare ſay. 


Enter N ; 6; 1.1 


\ 
Boy. 


Meafter, here's Mr Trip, with your Shoes. 
Wirwoup. 


„% THE FARMER's 


WirTwovp. 1 


Come here, Sir.—If ever you call me Meaſter, or 
Mrs. Witwoud Miſtreſs, any more, depend upon 
it Pll reward you. You will cut a pretty figure in 
London, you unpoliſh'd dog Tell him to come in. 


"Yes Sir, Sir, &c. — [Exit. Boy. w. 


Mrs. Wirwovp. 


Well, my Dear, PII leave you and the Shoe- 
: maker, „ 1 


| Enter TRI p, bownmg. 
Your Servant. win 78 
WITrwWOup. "Is 
| Well, Mr. Trip, I hope you have To my 
bufikeſs 3 now. 
Tx1P. | 


I hope they will pleaſe you, Sir: they are more 
like boots than ſhoes; damn the London faſhion, 
I fay, that it ever came up. Come, Sir, Pwill fit 
them on. (Fits on the Shoes) There, Sir, ts like 

wax, Sir, ſits like wax. 


WiTwovup. 


1 think they pinch my toes dene y, and 

don't come high enough up in quarters. *Sblood| 

I ſaw a Gentleman the other day, whoſe ſhoe quar- 
warnen 1 


Ta lr. 


JOURNEY TO LONDON. 1 5 
| TRIP. 8 
I don't know, Sir, I employ good hands. My 


hands come from London. I made ſhoes for your 


Feather a great many years, and I always pleas'd 
him. | 
| W IT WOUD., 1 

My Father! he poor man ſcarcely knew a genteel 
ſhoe from a boot. But he is not to wear theſe: 
theſe are for me: I am to pay for them, ſo I will 
have them to my liking. How many pair have 
you got for me ? | 


TRIP. 


Six pair, Sir, three pair of Inch ſoles, and three 
pair of turn'd Pumps; and excellent goods they 
are, Sir. 
i WiTwouD. 


Plague take your Inch ſoles! didn't you know 
Pam a going to London to ſee my Uncle, a Parlia- 
ment · man there. and it's ten to one, if I walk there 
three times my length the whole time of my ſtay; I 
ſhould cut a pretty figure to walk with them inch 
ſoles! But what do they come to? I mult leave the 
thick ones at home, that's all. 


TRIP. 8 
There's a deal of leather in them, Sir, well 


made, and in the newelt faſhion. I got a hand 


from London on purpoſe. 
I 
What's the price, I ſay? | 
"75 Tar} 


1 
' 
' 


16 THE FARMER's 


TRIP. 

Beſides, Sir, the Straps are cut very full; they 
are the beſt black in the grain, and an excellent ſole. 
WiTwouD. 

I want to know. the price: I find no fault with 


the Shoes. 


TRIP. 


I'm ſure, Sir, I've ſpoil'd the back of three hides 
to ſerve you. Beſides, Sif — 


Wirwoup. 


Pox take your back and your ſides! what do they 
come to? I ſhall fool away more time with you 
than the ſhoes are Worth. 


TRIP. 


Why, let's ſee, Sir, — I can't abate one ſingle 
e of what I aſk. 


WiTWwoOUD. We 


Well, damn it! what is it that you aſk? tell 
me, that 1 may pay you, and ſend you * your 


nnen. 


TRI. 
f Why, Sir, two Pounds, eight Shillings | is juſt 


the Money. I can't abate one farthing, Sir. 


5 W1ITWOUD. 
I don't aſk you. There, Sir, is your Money. 
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| TRIP. 
Sir, I thank you, and wiſh you and Madam a 
good night. a $372 oh ; 
0 . WiTwouD. | 
Thank you, Maſter Trip.  [Exitt. Trip 
Well come now, I am a little forwarder however, 
if I could but get my Wig and Coat now, I ſhould 
be juſt right. But I ſuppoſe I muſt ſend the boy 
again— [ Rings the bell. 
Enter B OF. | 


Wirwoup. 


Go you to Shaveſquare's, and deſire him to ſend 

home my wig immediately, and call at Thread's, 

and bid him bring hither my coat, and d'ye hear? 

iend Hodge to me. | 
Boy. 


Yes Sir, Sir, &c.— [ Exit B. | 


Theſe fellows plague one to death. I hate to 
have any thing to do with them. Oh! here is Hoage. 


Enter HoDGE. 


W1iTWovUD. 


Well Hodge, how do matters go on? are your 
things all ready? How does the new coach borſe 


anſwer 
Ho DGE. 


The Devil to eat; and pull and fcratch like a 
Cat.! dare ſay, he will anſwer very well, Meaſter 


D Wirwovp. 
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WiTwovun. 


Hold Hodge. Let me beg of you to exchange 
that vulgar word Meaſter, and call me Sir, and 
Mrs. Witwoud, Madam.—There is ſomething in 
that word ſo Vulgar, fo Clowniſh, ſo countrified, 
that if you were to call me ſo in London, the people 
would not underſtand what you meant, —— © 


Hop GE. 


Why, F don't care, not I, if I could but think 
on't, with all my heart: for I don't care what I call 
you, but I was ſo uſed to my old Meaſter, as I for- 
get. , But Mea— Sir, Sir, I mean, I think them 
Leather Traces can never be ſtrong enough. Sup- 
poſe now, we take two pair of our | ac iron 
plough traces, and a hand- chain with us for fear we 
lie faſt. | | 

WiTwovuD. 


2 No, Hodge, no ſuch unpoliſh'd tackling as plough 


traices and hand-chains. They would finely, I ſup- 
pole, become a coach and my equipage ! 
p Hop GE. ; , 

Equipage Sir, Sir. Pray is that our zero | coach. 
horſe? why, I did not know what name to give him, 
why if he never has been uſed to iron traces yet, and 
if he be jadiſh, I know how to. tame him. Equi- 
page! I ſhall never think of his name. 1 


WITWOO PD. 5 
You ignorant creature! Equipage means Coach, 
Horſes, and Attendants. 


Hob. 


F! 
| 
> 
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HopGer. 


Never mind me, Sir, —— I'm ſure I ſhan't be 
aſham'd: I'm ſure; I wiſh we be ſafe without a hand- 


chain W * 
enn Wied nn nf 
Oh! never mind, Hodge, if we ben't, I'll bear che 
blame. | | Rt o oi 

Ho DGE. 


But Sir, I ſhould like to make a freſh bargain, in 
caſe any thing croſs the grain ſhould happen. T am 
ſyre, I wiſh you would not go, for I fear by my 
dreams we ſhall happen of ſome bad luck. K 


Xt 


W1TwovuDp. 


Pohl never fear. What do you mean by a 
freſh bargain, lodge? 


Ho DOE. 

Why, I muſt think of more wages Sir; and it 
you get a Parliament- man's place, I ſhall like you 

would get me a High Sheriff's place. And, Sir, it 
I ſhould be 8 into the King's guards, you ſhall 

make me a Coptain, or, if I die there, I will be bu- 
ried, for God Knows, it is a great way from whoam. 


WiIrwoup. 


As to my being Parliament-man, Hzdze, chat | 
won't be till next year, but it may be in my way tag 
get you prefer'd perhaps. But truſt but to my ho- | 
nour, Hoage, and I won't wrong you 


„ Hoe. 
No Sir, I can't bear the thoughts of that: chat 
D 2 damn'd 


— ” ” 
mt * 
. 


_ 


—— —— — 
—— — — cg Rr 
A. 
— 


yer 
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damn'd fellow honour have flung me forty times, I 
believe. Nay, I had rather get Dick Scribble our 
Schoolmaſter to draw up an article, that will beat 
all the honour in the varſal world. 


WiIrwoup. 
Was not my Father a man of honour to you 
Hodge? If he was, will you ſcruple mine? I would , 
forfeit my life before my honour—— 


—Y 


'Hopss. 


Not when the pingh comes, Sir. Conũder As. 
that life is ſweet, and what honour can a man have 
in loſing his life? Your feather was good tidely ho- 
nounſh to me to be ſure; but two honours can 
never be in one family. That I'm ſure | is Impoſſible. 


Two 


Well Hodge, let him draw them up, and 1 will 
look them over. But I ſhall inſiſt on your taking | 
no , I ſhall inſiſt on that. 


HopoE. 


Pray Sir, what do you mean by Wales, pou 
don't intend to ſend me to ſea a ging g, do you? I 
will not do * Sir, now I tell you planlty—— 


ET 4 
a 


Wriwoos 


You Simpleton, no, I mean, if any Ladies or 
8 offer you any arm ag you _ not 
E It. 57 


ä 1 . 


No Sir, that I won 't. 1 don't 1 wank to be liſted for 
Aa hier. . N 


1 * 


"Wrrwoun, 
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W1iTwouvuD. 


4 Well, Hodge, get your articles ready, and if I like. 
them, I'll Gen them, Oh! yonder 's Thread. 


Leave the room, Hodge, and end him in. 
H O DG | IE! . | 
"Yes Sir 4 1 TA [ Exit. Hodge. 
WiIiTWwWO Up. 


A frag mortal this Hodge? but an honeſt fel- 
or and one whom I can truſt. I muſt keep him 
almoſt at any rate. (Euter Mr. Thread.) Well 
Mr. Thread, you are come at laſt. Did you think, 

I would never — paid you? Now, if any altera. 
tion be wanting, you have no time to do it in. 


THREAD. 


Indeed, Sir, 1 could no ways help it. I was 
oblig'd to wait on Squire Upright your Landlord 
Sir. That's the reaſon, Sir, PI aſſure you. 

_ IWrTwovuD. | 

You ſcoundrell! what is Squire Upright to me? 

is not my money 28 an I care for never a 
k1 * 


We Upright; in ngdom, not I. 
THREAD. 


Sir, conſider, Sir, he is one of the Quorum, 
though he look ſo, and 1 ls going to London as well 
as you. | 
> WiTwouD. 

So ſhall I, Sir, next year, I expect, be one of the 
| and Parliament-man too, a mon. I fuppole, 
he will never be i in, | 
| Mrs. Wirwovd. 
0 My Dear, I heard you very loud; what __ 
| ter? 
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ter? don't put yourſelf into a paſſion with ſo paultry 
#tradeſman as a Taylor. If your coat fits you, take 
it pay him, and have done with him: he makes no 
difference between a Gentleman and a common 
Squire. and! 1 
88 THREAD. | Me 
Madam; as little as you think of me, I am 
counted ſomebody my ſelf.” I have been thrice 
Surveyor of the Highways, and twice conſtable of 
the Pariſn. I pay ten Shillings a year to the poor 
rates, and I was once mention'd for Overſeer, tho* 
I'm a Taylor. | 1110 6 


- 


. Eft 
WiTwouD. 
Come, Sir, try on my coat, and let's have none 
of your ſaucy language. (Thread opens bis bundle.) 


THREAD, 
There, Sir, is as good a coat, as ever man put on 
his back. Fits on the Coat.) 
Wirwoup. ö 


Why this coat's as ſhort as a Poſtilion's jacket, 
and the Pockets are under my arm. Pray, Sir, what 
do you mean by theſe damn'd unmerciful buttons? 
they are as big as. Coach-harneſs buckles. How 

narrow likewiſe this lace is! Didn't I tell you, ta 
make the lace two inches and a half broad. 


Mrs. WiTwoun. 


Tes, my Dear, but your Landlord engag d him. 
He never thought of you. l 


8 THREAD. NN 
They are in the neweſt faſhion. I ſent for a man 
4a | from 
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from London for the very purpoſe, and I ſay it's as 

pretty a coat as ever man peep'd out in for the 

price. 7 
W1iTwounD. | 


For the price, you Scoundrel! did I ſtint you with 
regard to the price? I care not, if it had colt fifty 


pounds provided it had pleas'd m., 
THREAD. 


It's the cut of Squire Upright's exactly, Sir; and 
he, as well as you, 1s going to London among 
great folks. 

Mrs. WiTwovudD. 

He is going to viſit no Parliament-man, I 
dare ſay. 

WIr wou p. 

No, no, * I believe. I really think. however, 
this coat was never made for nie. What's the price 

of it, Where's your bill? 


THREAD. 


Here is the bill, Sir, twenty five Pounds. 
Lace is very dear Sir, it coſt me a Guinea a yard, 


or II ſtole it. 


Mrs. Witwoud, to Witwoud, [ofide 


Suppoſe, my Dear, you pay him, then ſend 100 : 
your ſword, and fright it all out of him. 


Wi1iTwovD. 


Come, Sir, there is your money. The coat, 
however, I think, is ſadly ſullied, but I mutt have 
it alter di in 1 London, I balleve) that's all. 
| > | (Witwoud pays him.) 


THREAD 


„ enn PARME A. J 
" TuxzAD. 


| © Sir, you're very welcome; thank you. I wiſh 
you a good Journey. I made every ſtitch of it witls 
MY own hands. 


Wirwounr. _ 

* you ſaid, ien man from London 
to make it. 
1 


To * the button holes, and the Pocket holes, 
and the as that's all. Sir. 


{WiTwour. 


Ohl that = all. Come, Sir, you'll drink a 
glaſs, before you go 3 
"THREAD. 


No, Sir, I'd rather be excus'd. I wiſh you a 
good day, Sir, and a good journey, n 72 80. 


| W1Twoud. 
No, Sir Linkiſt on your drinking a g als. -, 
5 N 2 rings.) 
Enter Bo v. 


(Witzgoud wbiſpert to the boy to bring him the 
Sword.) inſtead of the bottle of wine. 


(Exit boy, and enters with the Sword. ) 


| TmxzEAD. | 
© Si I hope cen excuſe me; I muſt be going, 
+ WiTwouDp... | 
ys No, Sir, PII not excuſe you. (Draws the ford.) 


| Ie ior my coat, —— 


THREAD. 
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THREAD, 
1 Sir, Sir, you have, Si. 
WITWOup. ; * 


Then. Sir, I will pay you for your lies. If you 
don't confeſs all the truth concerning this coat, as I 
am ſenſible you never made it for me; I will run 
you thro* the Guts immediately. 


THREAD. {on his knees.) 


u Vor God's fake, Sir, conſider my family, and my 
fel but the ninth part of a Man. There is cheat- 
ing, Sir, in every buſineſs, as well as ours, and it's 
the my time with me indeed, Sir. 


| WiTwounD. 
No ceremony. Tell me out of hand, or you die.— 
Mrs. WiTwo Up. 


* him through, my Dear, run him through: 
Kill him 3 ori the ſpot. __ 


"Thread, 


Ohl for God's ſake, Sir, have mercy, ＋ I will 
tell u che truth. 1 hope you Will forgive me Sir. 


F | - WaiTwov nr. 


11 you! tell me the truth, perhaps I may. Where 
was it bought! Or how came vou by it? 


Tux RAD. | 


Why Sir, Sir, te tat 87. g. vl pon mw ou, T 
þ not tell you. I Know you kill me, it t do. 


ars WiTwovunp, 


* 1 am ſure, I will, — en Cons out 


2 Mp 19181 AD» 
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FT uR EAP; 
Why, twas Sg. Squire Upright's your Landlord; 


Sir. Pray, Sir, have mercy, do * for God's * 


- 


W1TwovudD. 

My Landlord's old coat, my Dear; 0 a 
of that. X 
Mrs. WiTwovud. 

Have no mercy, my Dear; kill him, if you ſhould 
-be. forc'd to ak his family. A Scoundrel! 
did 75 * you would wear your Landlord's on 
coat 


| AWiewors.: 91 
What did you give for it, Sir? The truth as 
ene | | 1 
THREAD. ; 


Five o pounds, Sir, have mercy on a poor Tay- 
Jor. * never do ſo again, Sir, while I breathe.— 


WiTwovuD. 


Riſe, you Scoundrel: was it not for your family's 
| fake you ſhould die this moment. Give me my 
money back again, take the coat, and get out of my 
houſe. Keep your own counſel, and this once I'll 
forgive you, but never enter my houſe more. 


* 
| I. 


THREAD. _ 
7 hank you kindly, Sir, indeed In never will, po 


| my ſoul, as long as I breathe. [Exit 1 brea, 


1 


Wirwobp. 


My Dear, what a damn'd raſcal this Taylor is? 
How the poor Devil ſhak'd? Ha! ha, ha] Poor 
- wretch! he was 8 wits! T dare 


ſwear 
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ſwear, ſince he was born, he never was in ſuch 
terror... ' 
SIC Mrs. WiTwoUuD:.. 


It was no bad ſcheme, my Dear. Ha, ha, hat! 
I would not have been in the Taylor's caſe far 
ſome money. Exit Mrs, Witwoud, 
 WiTwovuD. Solus.— 
Nor I; but it was a roguiſh-trick. If I'hould 
now proſecute this Raſcal, I muſt ruin him and his 
family, and the Pariſh will curſe me; fo, if he be 
wiſe enough to keep his own -counſel, let him go 
like a rogue as he is. I have cloaths enough to 
travel in, and when I reach London, I muſt pleaſe 
' mylelf, that is all. I muſt now go ſee what they 
o [Exit Witwoud. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 


ACT 


E # 
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=p ©. n. 
SCENE I. Whitwoud's Houſe. 


Ee ks HOI 
. | r 
8 Well, Hoes has ſpoke to our Meaſter, about his 
being made High Sheriff, and he tells him, as ſoon 
as he is Parliament-man, he ſhall be Sheriff, — 
| RATE: tt: td 

Ay, ay, we had better be born fortunate than rich. 
O's Lo _— — 4 
Mie guotha! I ſhould never have thought of we. 
Why you don't think Hodge will marry you, I hope. 

NA rx. 

Why yes, to be ſure he will. He is to have two 


wives, an't he? and I'm to be his ſecond, or he's 
a liar.— N 


MARV. 
Well, if he marries you too, I care not. For as I 
ſhall be firſt married, my title will be higher than 


U - 4 


yours, Now Kate, my title will be a Baronight: what 


Fours will be I can't tell: it can't be above a Duke, 
I ſhould think; no, I'm ſure, it can't be above that. 
75 | x KATE. 1 | 
I don't know, not I, but I'll aſk him, before he 
goes; but we muſt ſeem loath to my Miſtreſs he 
mould go, (Vere ſbe comes) elſe we may looſe poor 
Hage, and trudge on foot all the days of our lives 
Mrs. WITwWov p. entering. 


Well, Mary and Kate, Mr. Witwcud and J are 


\ 


going 


: 
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going to take a little turn to London; pray take 
care of every thing in our abſence. Hodge is made 
Coachman, which 1s very genteel for him, and when 
Mr. Witwoud is Parliament-man, which I ſuppoſe 
will happen next year, Hodge, will be prefer d to 
the office of High Sheriff. 


Mary. 


Yes ſo Hodge, told me, but you mun know, miſtreſs 
Hedge and I are almoſt as one, and if any harm come 
to him, I ſhall never forgive you both, for Hodge is, 
tho? I ſay it that ſhould" not ſay it, a handſome 
young fellow, and there's ſo many fine Ladies in 
London, they fay. 

Mrs. WiTwovuD. 


None that will ever hurt him, J aſſure you, _ 


Mary. 


I don't know that. Why , ſuppoſe now a Dole, 
or a Lord's daughter ſhould "Fatt? in Love with him; 
why he muſt marry her, elſe it's ten to one that he 
gets run hel the Guts,— - 

Mrs. WiTwovuD. 

Oh! bever fear. It ſhall be my taſk to take 

care of him; ; I promiſe you that faithfully : 


KATE. 


Ves, Madam, but I fear it will be as cz 
as you can do to take care of my Meaſter; ang 
if he ſhould die, you'll marry him yourſelf, periapey 
and that will be as bad as the other, | bs: 


Mrs. WiIrwovup. 
No Kate, ru promiſe, he ſhall be ſafe them "ae 


MARYs- x 


* 


bore bad 
drunk, as I know he — thy beer, he may be ravith'd 
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Max. 
Wel, I know an ot London, not 1 tho? 
perhaps I may before I die, but b oy all accounts it's a 
place. Why, now, if Hedge ſhould get 


by ſome great wench or ayother, or have his brains 
beat out, which is as bad, or ſtript naked, or drown'd 
in the River, or preſs'd into the Guards. A thou- 
fand fuck things may happen to him. 


Mrs. Wirwovp. 
11 any harm befall him while in London, Mary, 
1. * my word to make all the amends in 
my power. If Mr. Witwoud, comes here and wants 
me, tell him, I'm up ſtairs, — | 
Mary ang Kate. Yes Madam. [Exit Mes, auen 
bet -— 46 4 FE- 
Now, Mary, ſhou'dn't we be une, e 
were married, belore Hodge ſets. out. 
Nazy | teqovg is 


ver the ſafer for that: for if a EO Lady 
take it into her head, ſhe'll have a man married or 
Single; But here comes Hodge, let's ſound him 


— 


re "Enter Hop EJ. . 


92 
* 


2 W . 


K ODGE. 1 Mary and Kate, PO af 
Hey day! what the Duce pouting! if you be- 


—.— o, Ill not bring you n ne rt I 


promis'd: that I won't. 


be” Mary and Kate. 
ken you may let it alone, that's . 
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Maxx, 


You'll never think of us, when you get aindug th thezy 
a et devils of ladies. 


Kan. I KATE. N 9322 Mo” 


No, bot we'll ſerve him in our turn, l affure him. 


Hop. 


Nay, don't be jealous; dam it! I tell you Pll 
never have any other Nomen but yourſelves; . you 
know that well enough, fo don't fret. My | one 
is in Lawyer Scribble's hands, and if 1 die, tak 
betwixt you, and welcome x6 preciſely amounts 
to 27L. 195. 4d. balf- -penny farthing, which laft 
3 farthings J got for carrying ten eggs: rake it all, 
and welcome, but don't vex me, I entreat vou. 


i | KATE. 


We teur nothing, but the Women, FIR If 
they take tag to you, pop you go off like a 
flaſh of — er.— 

Hop Gx. 

I tell you, I won't, Damn them, if any of "oY 
offers to touch me, Pl1 break their arms or legs r 
them, I'll aſſure them. But here comes my Meaſter, L 
ſo leave me, pray, do, elſe he'll ſee you ve HE our 


of humour. 
[ Exit Mary and Ka. q 
Enter WiTwouD.. . 
W1TWwovuD: 0 


Well Hodge, have you got your articles ready? 
Hop Gr. {giving the Papers} 


x Yes, Sir, all is fair there, Sir 9 
* é Wirwovup, 


* and _ A is come back. 
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Well, Hodge, I'II look 'em over. Mean t time 
go to Shaveſquarez and deſire him to fend home 
"0 * 


Hopor. 8 


Yes, Sir. F [Exit Hodge. 
Wirwoup. Soles, | 


Bleſs me! how hard it 1s, to get theſe inconſiderate 
tradeſmen to finiſh their work! this fellow. of a Bar- 
ber does not think, that by my waiting too long 
for his lowly wig, I may loſe 3000Y.. a year for life. 
I have been conſidering, how 1 ſhall find this uncle 
of ours. I have no direction for him, but as he's a 
Parliament - man, I ſuppoſe that don't ſignifie; every 
one, ſure, will know where he lives.— In the next 
place, I don't know him, but as my wife muſt that's 
all one. Well, ſo long as we know his name, we 
ſhall find him ſome how or other—But mal 80 
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» SCE N-E II. 4 Par- i in \ Witwoud's, 


Houſe. 
W. ou and Hodge. 
| W1rTwovud. 


Well, Hodge, he ſays he will dome immediacy 
does he? 


Hobo. 


Yes, Sir, Lud, Sir! he have a wig in his Shop 
very near as big as oi little bay: tack. Fe lays, 


"tis for a Parliament-man. 
WirTwovuD. 


That's my <vig, Hodge. Well, I have look d 
over your articles, — as I've no objection to them 
I've ſign'd them. Here e are; take them again. 

Very well, Sir. Pray, Sir, don't forget the 
' Sheriff's place. I think that po will do well 

enough for Alam and me, and another, if 1 — 


W1iTwouD. | 
Yes, Hadre, a child, I fuppoſe, you mean 
Enter Bay. [Exit * 
„ 28 


Sir, the Barber's here with your 2 and deſires 
to know, if you pleaſe to be ſhaved. 


WiTwovunD, | 
+008 him, yes, and dere him ro bring ei | 
[Evi Bey. 
F | But 


RA 


TBE, FARMER! 


* 


Enter Shovgfyuare with Wig, Box, RY oe 


0 en Wir eus. 


Well, Sir, I thought you had forgot me, and 
deſign'd to have ſent me barcheaded to Lande, 


SHAVES QUAR E. 
No, Sir.— — I hope, Sir, you'll never be n. 
I _ _Wirwouv. 


Is your razor or very.ſharp, Sir? You wy Pm go- 
1g a journey, and if you cut or disfigure my face in 

the leaſt degree, you had better not you'll find. — 
But do you hear any news, Mr. Barber! 


SHAVESQUARE. 
No, Sir. I can't ſay I hear any thing worth mind- 


ing, Sir There was a little bit of a Joke put upon 


me juſt now, Sir. A ſect of idle fellows, Sir, dreſs'd 
up an ol, and ſent it to my ſhop, deſiring me to 


dreſs a Parliament- man s kinſman. Damn them, if 


J bad * them, Fd have broke ſome _ their 


heads: 70 One 


_ 
« LT . a * 
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Scoundrels! what did they mean by ho ol, 1 
wonder! Dam-me, if I be Juſtice of peace, next 
year, as I -expect, Il trim ſome of the Raſcals with 
a Vengeance.— 


Savzeuart.: 1 055 


Tes, Sir, we want ſuch a ſharp, man as you ito; F 
the Quorum mightily. Why, Sir, we may as well 


have a ſet of old women Juſtices, as your Landlord, 


and ſome others. But come, Sir, preparing the 


Lather) fir OY if 0 85 * FT 
WII * 


1 
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S „ WIK dg 1 


Well, have you got no more news? aye * 
ſhav'd no gfeat man to day; 
| SHAvESQUARE. 

5 ans: We Parſon, Sir And he, poor mant 
could talk of nothing for half an hour, But Wilkes 
and Liberty, and Horne, and I don't Know what.— 
He poor man is almoſt ſuperannuated, for he did 
but juſt-ſee your w on the block, Sir, and fancied 
it was a Biſhop, and began to call it my Lord. —His 
eyeſight is now Yerfrbags but . N en, 
1; very fond of neuss. 

WIT. ow: D. 


Did he aſk you, no queſtions about me? TR jb . 


| SnavesapARe! 1 0 Shaving, 9 
'Nbak at all, Sir, except about your vg. #1 
ſaid, indeed, that ie heard of your going to London, 
that you Was a clever young Gentleman, and that he 
wild you all manner 0 ſucceſs and profperity. 
Perhaps, Sir, if you be ſuccgſſful, 1 be no hg | 
for the Parſon. | 
Wꝛ1ITWoup. 


No, if 1 live to come down again, he ſhall be 


prefer'd,' poot Soul! It's time he left off preaching; 
now, he's very old, | 


p SHAVESQUARE. ; 
Jes, Sir, chat he is. (fnifbes ſhaving him) Si © 
he TORE 2 Crandmotber s Aunt. = 
| 'WirTwovuDs 
; Your G s Aunt\blets ebe Wen 
nom, let's ire the wig.— 5 


F 2 SHAVESQUARE 
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gba, { taking the wig out, 
of the box, and fitting it en bis head. } 


There is a wig, and fo like a ig too.— 
I dare be bold to ſay, that there is not a Gen- 
tleman in all our County, that can boaſt of ſuch a 
wip, let him be a Parſen, Phyſician, Counſellor, or 
Werde Devi he will NE TL 
Wirwovoy. 


1 think i it is rather ſcanty tho, Mf. Shaveſquare. 


| SHAVESQUARE. 4 

Nr Sir! that is ſcanty! why there's 16 ounces 
of natural hair in it, beſides the hair of few rey 
| mares, which is as —— as, 10 ownces more. Why 
the long tail, Sir, is a 8 in lengbh: but, if you don t 
Ake it, Sir, . 2b your Landlord will have 
it: he has Lenden Sir, dhe don 
not UE he Fo well. 10 
2. e 0 0, 


No, Sir, this ſhall never come upon n his head, * 1 
can help it, What's the price of it? © 


 SHAVESQUARE. 

Ten . Sir, is the loweſt price, and I think 

it is richly worth fifteen. But your Father was a 

good cuſtomer before you, and I . ar, 1 wall 

* more of your money. ] 
+4 | 0 | 

4 Yes, Sir that'you ſhall. There's the ee 1 

an' t like ſome of the great folks, I never keep a 

_ © tradeſman out of his money.— [Rings the Bell. 

4 Enter Boy, Did you call, Sir? ; 


Les, deſire 1 ene, to walk this way a 
n. . Jn, Exit Be. 


 SHAVESQUARK,  , 


bY 
* 
P | 
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SHAVESQUARE. 2 

Sir, I wiſh you both a good journey, and a happy 
return. | | 

nn MOD De... 2 . 0 

Thank you, Mr. Shaveſquare, I wiſh you a good day 

: SHAVESQUARE. —_ 

Sir, your moſt humble Servant.” [Exit Shaveſquare: 

Enter Mrs. Witwoud. 


W1ITWOUD. 


Well, my Dear, I have got a very handſome 
ig. Only think of my Landlord's wanting it. 
What is your opinion of it? | FOE 
| Mrs, WiTwour. 
Why my Dear, I think it pretty modeſt. I can't 
ſay 1 like them unmerciful Counſellor's wigs. If the 
tail, however, were about a quarter longer, 1t would 
not be the worſe for it, I believe. But it will do 
very well. If you ſhould not like it, you can buy 
another, you know, when you get to London. — 


W1ITWOUD, 4 
True, my Dear. Bur have every thing ready; 
APs fit on my fide. I inſiſt on ſetting out at 5 in 
the morning at fartheſt. Pray ſend in Hodge to me. 


W1iTwovVD. Solar. Exit. Mrs. Witwoud. 


Now, I'm pretty eaſy.—I hope this journey will 
turn out well at laſt. It ought, indeed: for it will 
colt me a deal of money: but when a man has a 
view of preferment, money is his beſt friend. Let 
me fee. Four hundred pounds will not be enough, 
TI muſt take another hundred; for I muſt not be 
| baulK'd of a good place, for want of a little money. 
Well, how my neighbours will laugh, when I am 


gonel 


222444 „ — — 
— 


CG * 2 — 


morning.” 


38 E TAR MER. 9 


ns! poor ignorant creatures l they little think of 
being ſure of a place, I ſuppoſe.— Well, I ſha!l 
nd very little time in the Country, I imagine, 
after this. My father, to be+ſure was an honeſt 
man, but no Schemer: had he had any ambition, 
he might have got a good place * before he 
died. But 4 comes Hodge. 


25 WIT Wo up. (Enter Hodge. 
Well, Hodge, is every thing ready now? You: 


"muſt have the coach at the r P morrow morning 
by 5 oClock. On N 


Hop GE. ty \ : r | 6 | 


Fam EY Sir; but 1 wiſh: you would take a 5 
hand- chain. g 
WITwoup. 


"Go to bed with 5 Nonſenſe, and 555 up We the 
Exit Hodge. 


Now Til to bed wel. — 2 i 


wn I 


$44 2477 1 1 7 1 
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_—_— 4 Pt 


END OF. THE SECOND. ACT. 
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ACT. III. 


SCENE I. Wikis Houſe. * 


Enter N 41 Kate. crying 


MAR v. 


Oh Kate! 1 — not got one wink of ſleep to 
night, nor yet Hodge, I dare fay, How the poor crea- 
zure ſqueez'd my band at args as tho' he would 
have grip'd it through, cd like a. man, while 
the boy (that curſt boy wil be je bang'd, 1 fear) kept 
laughing all the time, when it would have melted a 
* of ſtone. | 
f Karr. 


_ I'm ſure my eyes are ſtwell d too. Poor crea- 
ture, I thought he would never have done kiſſing me. 
I * N he will be ſafe * 


MARY. 


Ay, but he kiſs'd me PO and promis'd to 
marry me, as ſoon as he came home. . 
ATR | 

So he promis'd me, and I will believe him. I 
dream d he got his bead Nute But Tve no great fait 
in dreams. 
HEE M ARY«. 
Nor I. But that new codch horſe (plague take my | 
Meaſter s maggots) made Hodge run the Wheel bump 
againſt the poſt, as he was driving out of the yard. 
The glaſs rattled; Meaſter ſw¾ore: "Miſtreſs ſucks, 
and that wicked boy lan Og! Hodge cry d, and had 


almoſt fallen off his 2 IF I wiſh them all 
a fafe return. 


KATE, 
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KATE. 


And I too. But Mary, as we're like to be 2 
let us not differ I pray, : 


- Maxr. 
I ſhan't diſagree, not I. But as Hodge ptomis 'd 
me firſt, 1 only 1750 to be firſt in ker tung. 
o r 


Well, with all un heart; as Hodge Kkes. But 
lets go to breakfaſt. We ſhall have a fine time 
on't now for 5 or 6 months. 


MARY. 
ö Lud! I ſhall think the time long: but let's to 
breakfaſt. [ Exeunt Mary and Kate. 


Fg * — 


— 


— 


— — — 25 — — — 


SCENE. I. An IN on the ad. 


Enter Mrs. Sharper and Hodge Whi Has. 


Mrs SHARPER. 
Did- you call, Sir, I pray? 
Hops. 


No, Mrs; I whiftled: but can you get breakfaſt 

for myſelf and another, and a Parliament- man's 
kinſman and his wife. Lou muſt make 1 
he will run you through the Guts.— 


Mrs. SHARPER. 


ves Sir. — It ſhall be ready immediately, 
| | [Exi Mrs. Sharper. 


Hopes. . 


1 


* 
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Hop. * 
Yes, Sir, tho how well ſhe behaves! I ſuppoſe 
ſhe took me for a High: Sheriff. ; If Meaſter wan't 


here, I could paſs for a Gewtleman my ſelf. Yes 
Sir, I ſhalk- never * that.— _ 


+ &.&. 


«YO Ra | 
wel, a. have you ordered breakfaſt ? 
mL nail Hop. ICE, 
Yes, "YE | 
Wiiw bv. 


Well then, go and look after the Horſes; and 
take care, that nothing be miſſing in * Coach. 


al 2 Hop. 


Yes Sir, the? ſhall never forget "I | 
4 | [ Exit Hodge. 
Mrs. WIr wou p. 


Well, my Dear, Hodge, does not behave amits: 
only I've got a fad pain in my head, by hitting it 


- againſt yours, when the blockhead ran the wheel 
againſt the Poſt, ———— 


 WiTwovuD. 


Oh! that will ſoon go off: the horſe was 7 72 
untractable. 


Enter Mrs. SHARPER. 
Do your Honours chuſe tea oricoffee ' (i 
Mrs. Witwoup,, 


Both, if you pleaſe Ma'am. ( Exit Mrs. Sharper ) 

Ho polite theſe people on the road are! Your bo- 
er but they are uſed to genteel company. 

NU G W1TwouD; 


= 


2 T HE FAR ME R 


WiITWovp. 
Right, my Dear: there's ſo much fine Company 
comes here, that they know a Gentleman the mo- 
ment . their eyes on him. | 


Mrs. SHARK PER. 


Pleaſe your Honours, Breakfaſt is 10. 
[ Exit Mrs. Sharper. 


Mrs. „ 
Wel, my Dear, lets to breakfaſt dire&tly. [Exit. 


Enter Mr. and Mrs. Sharper. 


SHARPER. 


What company have we got here? I never r ſaw 

" futh a clown as the Coachman in my life: he has 

loſt a laſh of whip cord, and is bellowing like a bull, 
_ charging our Hoſtler with theft. 


Mrs. SHARPER. 


Why this is a man of large fortune, they ſay, 
Who is * to London to pay a viſit to his uncle 
" = member Parliament. 15 

| | SHARPER. 


He may be a man of fortune, but he's no Gen- 
tleman, I imagine. He ſeems the firſt of his family 
_ has rode in a — and I ſuppoſe he'll be eng 


Mrs SHARPER. 


Do but bol, him and I fancy you may cheat 

him as you pleaſe. He is little uſed to travelling 

and provided you honour him, and hono ur him, at 

the making out the bill, you may make what de- 
mands — like, 1 

| + Sefanees] 
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SHARPER, 
Wen, come they've almoſt done breakfaſt—let's 
athr the room. 1 ofthis coachman tea, but he 


cry'd damn your Ruff! Give me ſome beer and 
bread and chee fe. He a I'm fure, t two 8 


Mrs. SHARPER. 


Well, his Maſter ſhall pay. that 5 all. i bers 
go, here 28 come, Exeunt. 


. Witwoud to Mrs. Witwoud. 

— * my Dear, Tve made a hearty breakfaſt. 
How clever the Girl behav'd, that waited at table. 
T don't love to be mealking; I gave her half 4 
Crown, But come, let's be gone, I ſhould like to 
reach London by Dinner time. | 

(Rings. Enter Sberper. ) 

SHARPER. 
Did your honour call? 
Wirwour. 
Bring a bill, and deſire my man to get the coach 
to che Door, if you pleaſe. 
7 SHARPER... l 

I' obey your honour dire&ly.— [Exit Sharper. 


Mrs. Wi rwoup. 
Theſe people really behave ane We 


e eee by yt 
WY 'Wrirwovn:: polio Tiga 
Yes, my Dear, I intend 1 IE, £33 ͤ SAT 

Ga Euter 
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Enter Sharper with a Bill. 4 
Mituoud takes it and reads, 
Si Jahn Witwoud, to Timothy Sharper 
To breakfaſt for 4 and to corn and hay 1J. 105. 
Well Sir, there is your Money.— 
5 un . | 
Thank your honour: Your honours are both 
welcome. Pleaſe your honour, your Coach is at 
the Door. Good journey to your honours, 
Pn dene 
Thank you, Mr. Sharper. [ Exit.] Well my 
Dear, theſe houſes are very obliging, but they are 
expenſive too, faith. | | 1 
Mrs. WITWOo Op. 
| 3 my Dear, I don't grudge it, tho? it were twice 
the ſum.—But come, let's ſet off, Hodge, I ſee, waits 


us at the Door. |  [ Exeunt both, 
Enter Sharper and Wife. 
SHARPER. | + 


Well, wife, they're gone. This morning's work 
is tolerable. Damn it, if our Robin had not back'd 
the Coach out of the Yard, their clumſy driver 


vou d have ftuck there till now.—They will cut an 
excellent figure in London. — Damn the fellow 
with his honour! I ſuppoſe, he was ne er dubb'd a 


Knight before. 
Mrs. SHARP ER. 


Why we muſt obſerve our Gueſts, my Dear. 


People ſay ours is a knaviſh buſineſs: I ſay no: | 
when a fellow has no money, we draw him no liquor 


and when we meet with a fellow that has plenty, 
WEST | why 


"=. 
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why, to make ourſelves amends for the cuſtom we 
| loſe in the Poor, we make his ne pay double, 
S0 v we re even at laſt. 


nb 


Well, he promis'd to call, as he came back: If 
he does III fleece him. unleſs he be fleee'd to my 


hand; but ſome body in London will certainly ave 
me that trouble—— 


Mrs. SHARPER, 


Let's hope the beſt. Squire Shallow comes here 
to morrow; we muſt prepare for him. Damn the 
old rogue! if Idon't be even with him, I've no pre- 
tentions to my buſineſs. mh JExeunt, 


SCENE. II. An Ius in Lenden. 


Fur, Mr. and Mrs. Witzoud, 


Wirwovrd: 


Well, thank God; we're ſafe in London. But 
we muſt order dinner, for I am plaguy hungry. 
Mrs. WiTwoud. 


And I'm very dry.— n like a cds of wine 
firſt. | ( Rings.) 
| Enter Qu1 oK Lx. 
What would you pleaſe to 1 Sir? 

Wir wu 


A 
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3 Wir werb. 
Bring us a pine of Liſbon.— 


Nene 
Les a 4 eb a ad LE, Quichly- 
„Mrs. WI b Und el Kone 
"What Clowoiſh people! there's nothi! HS 
Sir here. party bona hs 


N Ven offs 115} 


0 WITWGU D. ö \ 
80 find: 15 PH 3 aw houſe, if PA 
don't mend their breeding. 


Mrs. QvicKkLyY.. with UC. 11 
What would your Ladyſhip pleaſe to have for 
dinner? 
Mrs. Witwovud, 


Some chickens, Ma'am, with ſome pork and 
greens. Will it be agreeable, Love. 


R215 + 


xx rr We 


Fes, my Dear. | "= w 
Mrs. W 1 1 0 Up. 
And, if you pleaſe, Mrs. Quickly, make 4. or 5 


- Dumplings, for our ſervants will think they have no 


dinner without them, | 
Mrs. Quickry. 


© Dumplings, Madam! T beg your Ladyſbip pardon, 


i really I don't know what they are. Some new 
French Difp, 1 is it, Madam? 


. 
' 


n Mrs. WIr wou b. 2 
"Bleſs Doe not know what a dumpling is! why it's 


* * of a pudding, and of the/ize of a foot-ball. 


Mrs, QUICKLY, 


JOURNBY TO.LONDON. 47 


Mrs.  Qu1ickLy. 


I'll do my beſt to oblige, your Ladyſhip. 
[ Exit | Mrs. Quickly 


Enter Hop E. Roaring. 


O Lud, Sir! what a damn'd thieviſb place this 
London is: ö why, I did not turn my back half round, 
before pop went my great coat; that's ſtolen.— laid 
down my whip, and a long hair'd pale facd raſcal 
 wohipp'd it up. —I.ſec d him and gave 2 fuch a lick 
as be is little uſed t0, 7 ſuppoſe. I N J was at 
to boam a gun. 2 

WI 1TWOUD. 


You muſt ldok ſharp Hodge.—You art a 
letter aſter dinner to my Uncle: any body will direct 
you to him: but pray, inquire what fort of a houſe 


we are in. I have upwards of 400. in Caſh, and 
| ſhould be loth to loſe it | | 


HopGe. 


* 
Oh Sir! we are ſafe. The 10%. tells me, a 
5 eat many Gentlemen frequent here. It's call d the 
ooſe petticoat in petticoat alley — 
Mrs. WITWOup. 


Mind your behaviour to my Uncl Hodge: hel is 
a Parhament-man,— | | 


; | HopGE. 

If he were a king, I don't care: but I muſt mind 
. my, horſes. — | | [Exit 
WIr woup. 


Do that, what ever you do. Come, my Dear, 
whilſt Dinner is a. Cooking, III my and buy me a 
coal. * xou walk; 
| JO Mrs, Werwors, "my 


12 „ 2 155 
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| MIS. Wirwoup, e 
With all my heart, my Dear — [Exeunt t both 
1 a Enter Quickly and Wi: e. 


1 Quick kr. fs viad 

| Wel, wake, if we take care, we may make fome- 
thing of theſe people. I have been liſtning in the 
Lobby to their diſcourſe, and I find they have come 
to town on a viſit to an uncle, one Sir Samuel Gripe 
a Parliament-man, and have brought 4 or 500L. 
to buy a place. But as they neither know him, 
nor where to find him, ſhall we loſe fo fair an op- 
portunity, without turning it to our * 


I have it: I ſhall have an opportunity > reſenitly Fog 
of talking to her: I'IItell her I know Sir Samuel 
very well, and where to find him: then you know, 

I can give the Coachman my directions. This 
Sir Samuel ſhall be Zack Watchfult our Sharper. 
Let it be your buſineſs to provide Jack with ceaths, 
and helNdo their buſineſs. III warrant him. But 
here they come. Let's away. [Exeunt. "790 


Is 2 90 Mr. and Mrs. Witwoud. 


'W:irwovud. 


| Heisa very civil man my Dear: ſtrange, tha he 
. ſhould know me at firft fight, tho' I did not know 
Him! Seventeen Pounds is the price, tho' the raſcal 
of a Taylor in the Country would have charg d 25/7. 
(Rings he bell) Enter Hodge. Well 5 I rang 
r but 1 lee you brought k. 3 
enn Lg Hor GE. 


4 ron ot! 1 don't know what you mean S 
* : "IVY 5 | # Wrevor. 


* 


N 
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Wirwoup. 
Nr you miſtaken, Hodge? 
e 

Not I, Sir Why as big a fool as I am, I know 
4 coat ſurely: this is a damn'd wicked place Sir: 
but you would r Exit. 

Wů ü TrWo up. | 
As Fm alive, I've loft it. That Taylor gave it 


to a man to bring it after me; well, after dinner IH 
ſee about it — "8. 


Enter Qurexty v. 


Your honour's dinner is ready, if you PR Exit. 


. Witwovud. 


Very well, we come. 7 both 
Euter Quichly and 7 atchful,.. Y 
QUICKLY, | 


Well, Fack, manage it aneh and a ſug ' 


1907. is yours. 
8 Warcnruri. | 
Never fear-Fack . atchful, Remember che Roſe 


near St. Paul's. There I wait your Commands [ Exit. 


Eier e Witwoud, and Mrs. Dunn 
Mrs. WIrWoup. 


Win Las ahi kind enough Mrs. 2yickly to favour | 
me with your company till Mr. Mistooud returns? 


he has ſteppꝰd to the other ſtreet for a little time, 
and will return inſtantly... | 
Mrs. QUICKLY. 


* 
* ng your Ladyſhip will FOR me: Im in 


. 
'» | 
a o * * 3 Oo 


-# * 4 


Us 
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fuch an odd dreſs, that I'm not fit to bear your 
STOP Foy W | 
| Mrs. Wir wouv. 


l never mind that. Well, what news "0 av 
you got ? what company have you. here in the A 


ternoon? | 
Mrs. oh eee. enen 4224 


Why this Afternoon, Ma'am, we ſhall have ſome 


ry good company, Sir Samuel-Gripe, Member of 
Parliament, and ſeveral other gentlemen of rank. 


5 Mrs. W1TwovD: 


Sir Samuel Gripe-! that's my uncle, and the 


man we want to fee ; Pray, what fort of a enen 
is e * 


Quickty. 
A very MW, Ca indeed, my Lady 
Mrs. WiTwovuD. | 
Do you think he won't fail this Afternoon? 
Mrs. QuicKkLy., 


i he ſhould, I can direct your Ladyſhip $i 
to find him, and if your Ladyſhip — fit, you 
may ſend your coach [Ne him. 


Mrs. WiTwovD. 


Right, Mrs. Quickly. How lucky * tis we Nope 4 
here Pray where does my Uncle live? 
Mrs. Quick“. 


Sir Samuel Gripe, Fin ** by che Roſe in 
St. Pauls Church yard. 


2 Witwoud with a Bundle. (Exit Mrs. Ai 15 


| Ws 46” WiTwoup.” 
| 8 bob Ah WEN | 


oe _ 
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W1iTwWoo nd eth 
A pretty Job! ſeventcen pounds, my Dear gone 
for ever! what raſcally ſcoundrels theſe Taylors are! 
I could neither find man nor coat, but Pm bilk'd; 
that's all. | POOP OR EY 
N Mrs. WiTwovp. 


Never mind it, my Dear: I've good news for vou. 


Your work is done, and my Uncle is found. 
Good news indeed! How came you, my Dear, 
by the Diſcovery? ? » $73 
SAC} Mrs. WitwouD.. 
By mere chance: the Landlady who knows him, 
expects him here this Afternoon, and tells me, he lives 


by the Roſe Tavern near St. Paul's. Now ſuppoſe 
we diſpatch Hodge for him my Dear. | 


W1TwouD, | 
With all my heart: Pll give him a direction. 
( Rings.) | Enter Quickly, 
Be fo good as defire my ſervant to come here. 
MUIR | Quickly, Yes Sir 


Enter Ho DOE. { 


Take this direction, Hodge, and go with the Coach 
for my Uncle. The direction, obſerve it, is to 
Sir Samuel Gripe Member of Parliament. He lives 
by the Roſe Tavern, near St. Paul's. But if you be 
at any loſs, aſk any Body you meet, and they will 
put you right: and if my Uncle ſhould happen to 


ut any queſtions. to you, anſwer him frankly, and 


= — 
4 > 


not afraid. 
| 7 H 2 Hope. 


* 


8 


| * 

p a 
_ 

„ 


„ 
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5 


Hop GE. 


hl. I, Sir: let me alone for him: but Sir, have 
29 recover d your coat? 


mito if] .Wirwour. 


725 No more * you did yours, Hedge. But 1 
don't mind it now,— 


Hopes. 


w A wicked place this, Sir! A damm'd thieviſh 
, ple N [ Exit Hodge 
* 28 WITwoU b. 


Now, my Dear, it's proper we ſhould go dreſs. 
I was fo cunning as to bring home this coat myſelf: 
a curſed place this London is, ſurely! 


Mrs. WII WOUD. 


Ir s time, indeed, we were preparing to receive 
my Uncle as genteely as we can. | Exeunt both 


Enter Quickly. and Wife. | 
-— . QuickLy.., 


Well, they are gone to dreſs, and their lubberly 


coachman has ſet out for their Uncle's. 
4 Mrs. Qu1iCKkLy. 


ack muſt diſpatch this buſineſs immediately, and 
fo ler s be rid of them to night. This /itwoud, 
I dare ſwear, it ſome young Devil of a Farmer that 


has more money than wit, who never ſaw London 
before, and is likely to pay dear for his viſit.— — 


QuickLy. l 
| 80 he vill I believe, Pve got a moſt delightful 
uit of Cloaths for Jack: the fellow will appear 


wn ; © F S # 2 ” N 4 
(oy . ” p 
* Vis of A 
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kke a Prince, But here they come down ftairs: ; 
let's be gone. Exeunt. 
"Enter Witwovn! Dre d. A 


Theſe women take a monſtrous time in dreſſing. | 
I wiſh now, my Uncle would appear. I'll puſh him 
home at once, and know my fate erg een 
ſervant, Mrs. Witwoud. ? 


Enter Mrs. ed ain 


Well my Dear, you look like a king. That coat 
becomes you amazingly well. If the tail of your 

wig had been a little longer, you would have ben 
molt. compleatly dev d. I don't care now, tho m 
Uncle were come. How do you like me, my Dear? 


W1iTwoUD. 


Pretty well; only your Hair, I think, ſtands r ra- 
ther like a hay-cock: you have rather too much hair 
in my opinion. 

* Enter Quick x. | 
Pleaſe your honour, your Uncle is in the nest | 
room. | | 


W1TwouD. | 
Send in my Man MEM: 1, 
QUICKLY, | 
Tes, Sir. 105 [Exit Aich. 


Enter Hop GE. 


Lord. Sir! an Angel! a King! never, Sir, I this 
vaP/al world did T ſee ſuch a man. Now, Sir, don't 
forget my place. | [Exit Hodge. 

Enter Sharper as Sir Samuel tr Ih. 
SHARPER. | 


1 1 preſume, Sir, your name is Witwoud. I have 
not 


ng 
0 
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not che honour of your perſonal acquaintapce, 
but as L underſtand you are my Relation, I ſhall he 
wudd of that honour. But excuſe me, Sir, I furly 
knew this Lacy. I am oyerjoy d. my dear neige, 
to ſee. you: the pertect image of my liſter! Excpſe 
me, * 9 my weakneſs.— 


n Mrs. WITWOp. 


2% Dear Uncle: Ob, Huſband! this is wy on 

uncle! ſa lite my mather | my dear, dear uncle Gripe! 
i Aint Sally is new married; my father is lech 4 ; 

on my n Molly, you knew ber, Sir.— 
e 

Pray, my Dear, don't mentionehy more: T can't 
bear to hear it: it touches 1 me to the very ſoul. — 


But tell me, what was the 
motive of your coming to TW? 


Mrs. WI TwWoup. 
Why, Sir, to be ſhort: we heard you was a 
em of Parliament, and ſo came to town, to try 
by your Intereſt to procure a good place, 


SHARPER, #9, 


Why, Tul be frank with you. There is a place 


of 3000. à year, to which I can recommend you, 
Sir; but it will be expenſive; the procuring it will 


coſt you goof. If you can afford ſo much, I believe 
7⁰⁰ 280 be ſecur'd in it to night. 


nne 
Sir, I ave 1 not above 400L. 1 5 0 005 opt 
uſe me well. | | 


SHARPER. 
; Well, Sir. for the ſake of relationſhip, 1 PI ad. an 0 


wo | 1 
. * 5 ; Fi 
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the odd hundred. Bur to night i it muſt be 8 


you may wait for ſuch a place Bun, 4 PIO 
hon long: | 


Gion. N 


My Dear, fetch down the Money, and Sue it to 
Jour Uncle, Now, Sir, my Servant expects a place 
too; à ſmall one will do for him.— He! is a poor 
an Sir; and can afford no money. 

| [ Exit Mrs. nua 
SHARPER, | 


When you are ſettled in your Office, i it will be in 
your power to make him happy. | 


Enter Mrs. Witwoud. {with the Money. It 
Mrs. W1T wound. 


There, my Perg is the Money. Preſent it to my 
Uncle with a thouſand thanks — What a Happayeds 4 - 


it is, to be related to great people! 
Witwoud having giving Sharper” the Money, 


* 


Rings and Quickly Enters.” 
QUICKLY. bh 
Did you call, Sir? 

Wirwoup. 
Bring a bottle of wine. 
QuickLY. | | 
Yes, Sir. 1 Quickly, and enters with wine.] 
* WI TWO Up. 
Fil the Glaſſes, Landlord. 
SHARPER. 


Come, Mr. Witwoud, your health: you, my 
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Dear Nicee.. Tomorrow, I expect to have the plea- 

ſure of ſecing vou both at my houſe. In the mean 
time you will be book' d to night, and to morrow, 
Sir, you enter into poſſeſſion o 3000. a Year. 


Mrs. WiTwoup, 
Thank you, my Dear Uncle. 1 drink your health. 
_ Witwo UD. 


Sir Samuel, your health: but pray, Sir whar 
place is mine tobe | 
SHARRBR. 


As to that Sir, we muſt caſt lots, and you mult 
take your chance: but as the Salaries are all equal, 
- that 939 — little. To morrow, however, you ſhall 


= 


morning, and at preſent I'll ſet about yohr bu- 
ſineſs without loſs of time. So good night. 


Mr. and Mrs. Witwoud.... _ 


EY al Wirwovun: | 
What a glorious man, my Dear, chis Uncle of 
* yours is! Damn it, I ſhall ſee the king to morrow : 

4 ten to one I drink tea with him in the wt Canal 

* A Mrs. WI TWo up. 

Ay, my Dear this was my doing. What a a for 

tune your wife has brought you now? e 
Enter Hop6s. 


| O Lad, Sir! O Lud! © Lud) is he gone?” Loft, 
ruin d, tricked, and undone, Sir | what ſpall we ds Sir? 


e my 171 old — money | . 721 
ME 


| God bleſs you Sir! we return you a Foy 
| thanks. 4 15 [Exit 92 7 | 


know: I'Il be at home on purpoſe for you all the 


Ob if we bad never left whoam? Lord, "what will 
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raſcal” "villain! cheat! your money's gone alt to a theat 
a damn d cheat, Sir.— 
0 WITrwovp. 


You drunken puppy, what do you mean? 5 
Hop OE. 


oO lud 2 Sir he's s not © your Dogs” not in- 


Gees 2 — 
WriTwoup. 
Hold your bellowing you fool: don't 5 NI 
ſtreſs know het Uncle? | 
Ho DGE. | 
No, no, ſhe don't Sir. The Landlord and Hoſtler 
quarrel'd, and the Hoſtler ſays, ** s$ a ſharper, and 


no Uncle of yours. 
Wirwovp. 


J 


How!— Ur pon my ſoul, my Dear, if you don 


know — uncle, we're in a fine pickle. Send in 


the Landlord, Hodge.— (Exit: 


2 Mrs. WiIrvoup. 


Surely, my Dear, I ſhould know him- Zul. ut 


I am not quite certain, 
WiIrwoup. 


Not quite certain ! we've made a damn d Job of 
it, I'm raid. — 
Enter QUICKLY, | 


Did you call me Sir? "x 
WiIrwoup. * 


Are you ſure Sir, that this was Sir Samuel * 2 
QUICKLY. 


2 Sir, Ican't 2 der call kn 8 
* — | 
I - Wizwovp 
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Ba gta ny apy Twor! b. Toi = he, 
Pity thin indeed, we be Teen 5 
Country talk: but be not low ſpirited, my Dear. 

I was as much to blame 'as you. Well, we muſt 
quit London immediately, and by induſtry and fru- 


1 1 


7% gality ftrive to repair thc loſs, and lighten our re- 
pProach. * out your bill Landlord, and let's 
8 At . „ ks Nh. 


Mrs. Wir wouD: 1 


| | Ohi my Dear, I ſhall never forgive myſelf, tho? 
11 what I did was with a good Intent. 


_ --- Wirtwoun.. 

2 Be not diſcouraged love. We have both aied 2 

1 ridiculous part, but ſurely, you har't been more in 
che wrong then JI. | 

Exer Quithly with @ bill. 75 


Sir, your Coach is at the Door, and your bill a” 
mounts to ten Pounds, But I have pity with the 
unfortunate, and-as I hope for your fayour after- 
wards, Tl charg@only five, and thank you. Tour 
hurhble Sent Sir— -- Exit. Auch. 

Hop GE. 


The Coach is wade Sir, and-ſo let's FORBES AS 

long as the few brains we have left us, are not 

Knock d rn 
Wirwoup. 


* my Dear, let's away. 


* . © Ambition's ww'ring heights no more 11 climb, . 
Hut thank my ſtars, that I've been check'd in time. 
Hoy eaſy 'tis to lift our thoughts on High! N 
But ſoon the e fontimaginations die. 1 | 
Seem, what you are :— and keep to chat old rule, 
Lerne. caſ2, and never play the Fool, [Event 


FINS. 


wy 
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